RUPTURE

"I'm cold," she said.

And a moment later she said: " I'm sleepy. . ."

Then she stopped talking.

Her breathing had become feeble, very slow and almost impercept-
ible. She looked as if she had been drowned.

Simon stood looking at her for some time, feeling neither emotion
nor pity.

He tried to think what the sequel of events would be. Sylvaine would
doubtless be cold by the time the maid arrived in the morning. Syl-
vaine was never called before ten o'clock. No one would know either
the exact time at which he had left or the precise moment when she
had poisoned herself. The fact that he had taken his razor and his
books would almost certainly arouse servants' gossip. But even if that
were so, it would not be embarrassing; on the contrary, it would make
Sylvaine's act plausible and explicable in his friends' eyes.

The evening papers would carry headlines across half the page: "ON
THE EVE OF HER DEBUT AT THE COMEDIE FRANQAISE
SYLVAINE DUAL COMMITS SUICIDE WITH VERONAL."
There would be references to overwork and nervous depression; her
talent would be mentioned. And it would be whispered about Paris
that she had killed herself for him, because he had left her. It could do
him no harm, rather it would add a quality of mystery and passion to
his reputation.

Really he was in luck! It was not everyone who found such an
opportunity of getting out of an unsatisfactory love-affair.

Meanwhile Sylvaine was sinking gradually into death. "Shall I have
any regrets?" Simon wondered, as he looked at her body. And he
answered "no" with the utmost sincerity. Even his memories, which in
love always act as an emollient, had become odious to him.

Sylvaine groaned slightly and her head slipped down the pillow, while
the lower part of her face showed the same dismay as when she had
said a little earlier: "Have I really made you so unhappy..."

As he looked at her face, Simon thought: "After all, Fm as respon-
sible as she is. If I've let her lead me an appalling life, it's because I
wanted it. The proof is, that the day I no longer want it... Perhaps
I'm making her pay a little too dearly and a little too much alone. .."

Certainly one of the laws of Simon's personal code was: "Never yield
to the sentimental temptation of putting yourself in your adversary's
place." And he would even add: "It's better to leave a dead enemy
than a pardoned enemy behind one."

But in fact the enemy was not Sylvaine so much as the love he had
had for her.

"Now that I've had the minor pleasure of seeing her die, it must
suffice..."

But love was dead indeed, and it was not a doctor who could revive it.
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